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To-night he would come, but not yet, not until the
household had long been asleep.

The world and its fear and the stimulus of Its fear being
now upon her, she trembled. Come soon, come soon, she
said, and because to wait had become intolerable she
imagined that she might kill expectation in sleep. His
touch would but half-awaken her; the reality of his corning
would be cloaked in a dream. But it would be impossible
to sleep, she knew. In the dark, as now in the candlelight,
she would remember how this evening, when they had
seemed before others to be saying good night, his eye^
had asked, and hers had answered, the question that for
three days had hung between them; and the remembrance
of this unspoken betrothal would pierce her and quicken
her breath so that she could not sleep.

Now he was in the library below her room, waiting
until it was certain that none would visit him there. Then
he would open the door at the foot of the interior stair-
case, and climb the narrow, broken steps, his shoulder
guided by the curving wall. He would knock on her door
and she open it.

She lifted away the leather screen that stood across the
door and slid back the bolt. Should she go down to him? But
she turned away, drew a fur gown closely about her,
renewed the fire with peat and fragrant wood; then,
mounting the low dais set in an embrasure, drew her feet
under her on to the window-seat. When he knocked, she
would not move. When he entered and spoke, perhaps
she would not answer. He would suppose the room to be
empty; his eyes would search it with surprise and alarm;
then he would see her, and his exclamation ease their
encounter, breaking the silence between them.

She drew the curtains apart, but there was no moon,
no glint on the waters nor rift on the heavy sky. When she
opened a pane and would have leaned out, January drove
her back, but after the window was closed again, the curl
and hiss of the waterfall persisted in her hearing, or in
her imagination, and a thin, lisping breeze flicked at the
outer stones like the run of a lizard. Come soon, she said,